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And The World Got Mean 


David looked up as the door opened and Jon walked in. Neither man acknowledged the other and Jon walked 


slowly across the room to sit in the chair opposite David. 
"How is she?" David asked softly. 


Jon didn't answer, instead choosing to pull his tie off and unbutton the collar of his shirt. He sighed and 
brushed his rain-drenched hair away from his face. "Not good," he eventually replied. "I've never seen her like 
this. Her parents are with her, trying to comfort her, but.. She.. She's falling apart, David, and | don't... | wish 


there was something | could do." 
"Be there for her, be her friend. That's all any of us can do right now." 


Yeah." Jon nodded in agreement and silence descended once more, the rain drumming rhythmically on the roof. 


Jon sighed heavily and glared up at the ceiling. "Any news on Richie?" 


David shook his head. "No. Tico's been trying to get hold of him but his cell's turned off. If he's at home, he's 
not answering the phone. Why'd he run off like that?" 


Jon shrugged. "Perhaps he needed to be on his own Funerals.. They..." He sighed, frustrated at his inability to 
express his thoughts. "Everyone's emotions are.. confused and he probably just needed some time to... to 
grieve in his own way. God knows I've spent enough time this week wondering how I'd react if anything was to 


happen to Steph, or... * 


"Jon, don't." David interrupted him, placing one hand on his arm. "It's not worth it." He waited until Jon nodded 
and looked up at him before continuing. "You think Richie's gonna be ok?" 


Jon narrowed his eyes. "You don't think.” 


"No!" David replied quickly and vehemently, shaking his head. "No," he repeated. "l.l'm not sure it's a good idea 


for either of them to be alone right now." 

"Heather's not on her own," Jon pointed out. "She's got her family looking after her." 

"She doesn't need them," David disagreed. "She needs Richie. And he needs her, whether he realises it or not." 
Jon sat silently in the chair, holding his head in his hands, staring at the patterns in the grey carpet. "Jon?" 


David prompted. 


Slowly, Jon lifted his head and met David's eyes. "| think you're right," he admitted, rising to his feet. "Your car 
still out the back?" He asked and David nodded. "Well, come on then" 


"Where?" 

"To get Richie." 

"Yeah, | know. But do you have any idea where he is?" 

Jon stumbled to a stop and sank to a crouched position on the floor, his elbows resting on his knees, the heels 
of his hands pressed tightly against his closed eyes. "No," he scowled. "Actually, yes." He pulled himself to his 


feet and turned to face David. "That beach, the one with the rocks. Ava loves.." he winced. "Loved it there. 
Richie would take her there all the time. He could be there" 


David nodded and they walked out the door, slipping un-noticed to the car park and into David's car. 


Jon sighed and turned his back on the beach. "He's not here," he said despondently. "| really thought he would 
be." He leaned forward; resting his hands on the hood of the car and shook his head. "Damnit, Richie, where are 
you?" He whispered to himself. "He's gotta be here, David, | just know it” 


David glanced up at the dark clouds then back down at the beach. The rain had eased for the time being but it 
felt like it was about to start pouring down again any second. He locked the car and started on the path down 
to the sand. He stopped and looked over his shoulder, waiting for Jon to catch up. 


The sand filtered into their shoes as the walked the long expanse of the rocky beach. The wind started picking 
up, locks of their hair flying into their faces, but they paid no mind to it, attention focused ahead. In the 
distance they could see the huge boulder that Ava would climb on, Richie clambering up after her. Jon stopped, 
closing his eyes as he remembered the last time Richie and Heather had brought him here: It was the 
afternoon he'd wrapped up filming for Ally McBeal and he was due to fly back to New Jersey that evening. 
They grabbed some food and piled into Richie's car, Ava telling him all about ‘her rock‘. He'd sat on the sand at 
the foot of the boulder with Heather, watching Richie lift Ava onto it, and hold her hand as she played, 
catching her as she jumped off it into his arms, the pair of them laughing. 


A gentle touch to his elbow brought him back to the present and he met David's worried gaze. "I'm OK," He 
smiled weakly, shaking his head. "She was just a kid," he whispered. 


"Yeah, l." David trailed off as he realised Jon's attention had wandered again. "Jon?" 


Jon didn't answer, turning and jogging along the beach towards the rock, pace increasing the closer he got. 
David frowned and set off after him. A peal of thunder made David jump and the rain started again, soaking 
through his suit almost instantly. He sped up as he watched Jon shake his head and sink to his knees in the 


sand. 


"Richie? Rich, can you hear me?" Jon slapped the guitarists cheeks, trying to get a response from him. 
"Richie?" He called again. "Shit!" He looked up as David skidded to a halt behind him, eyes widening as he took in 
the empty bottles of vodka and pills scattered on the sand around Richie. 


David swore and pulled out his ‘phone, muttering under his breath as he tried to get a signal in the storm. 


"Richie?" Jon called him louder, slapping him harder around the face, trying to rouse him. He picked up the 
vodka bottle and poured the alcohol out, glancing over his shoulder at the sea. ‘Water's salty, he realised. ‘The 
brine could irritate his stomach, make him sick." He started to rise to his feet when he felt Richie stir under 


his hand. 
Richie moaned softly, his eyes fluttering open, frowning when he recognised Jon. "What... no.. you can't be here," 
he slurred, eyes losing focus as he stared at something over Jon's shoulder. "S'okay, baby. Daddy's coming. 


Don't be scared, sweetheart.” 


Jon shook Richie's shoulders. "Rich, no. Come on, don't do this to me. Stay with me." He swore as Richie's 


attention flickered away again. "Look at me, Richie." 
"No," Richie insisted, reluctantly looking at Jon. "Ava needs me. She's scared Jon, she's so scared." 


"Richie," Jon sighed. "Ava's dead," he said as gently as he could. "She doesn't need you anymore, but we do, 
Richie. | need you. Heather needs you. Heather really really needs you right now." 


Richie shuddered hard, his eyes rolling back in his head. "Ava," he breathed, slumping forward into Jon's eyes. 
Jon paled, his breath catching in his throat as he lay Richie down on his back in the sand. He was dimly aware 
of the ambulance sirens in the distance, and of David moving to stand behind him, but the majority of his 


attention was on the unconscious man in front of him as he began CPR. 


"Sit down, Jon" Heather requested softly, tired of him pacing up and down along the corridor, pausing briefly to 
stare through the window at the doctor tending Richie. 


Jon sighed, but sat down next to her, elbow resting on his knees, hands fisting in his hair. "What's taking them 
so long?" He growled, half-under his breath. 


"Try and relax, Jon" Tico advised, not looking at him. "Let them do their job." 

Jon opened his mouth to retort but caught a glimpse of Heathers pale, tear-streaked face. The fight drained 
out of him and he exhaled heavily, looking to the other side at David and Tico, who he knew were just as 
worried about Richie. "I know, | know. But.." He trailed off as the door opposite opened and the doctor walked 
out. All four of them scrambled to their feet, the plastic chairs scraping as they faced the doctor. 

Heather sighed shakily, hands flying to her face, fresh tears streaming down her cheeks as she listened to the 
doctor telling them that Richie was gonna be all right. "Oh, thank God" Her knees buckled and she collapsed back 
down in the chair, sobbing hard. 

Jon took a step back and sat down next to her, wrapping his arm around her shoulder and holding her tightly, 
letting her cry. Neither said a word, and Jon kept a fraction of his attention on what the doctor was saying, 
but he'd let Tico or David tell him the details later. 

"He's gonna be ok," Jon repeated, for both her benefit and his own as the doctor walked away. 


"You can go in and see him, Heather," David told her as he sat down next to Jon "He's still sleepy but..." 


Heather sniffed hard and wiped away her tears. She looked up through the windows and pressed her lips 
Together. "You go in first," she said quietly to Jon 


Jon smiled slightly and shook his head. "No. You're his wife, you go be with him." 


Heather shook her head, starting to cry again. "| know, but.. | don't... | don't know if I c.. c.. " She trailed off, 
words and breathing hitching in her chest and she started to cry hard again 


David moved to crouch down next to Heather, holding her from the other side. "Hey, come on. You heard the 


doctor; Richie's gonna be ok" 


| can't do this." Heather whispered. | don't want... It hurts too much and | want... | don't want to lose him as 


well" 


Jon knelt down in front of Heather and tipped her chin up with his fingers. "You're not gonna lose him, Heather” 


He promised. "Richie's ok He's gonna live and he's gonna be ok. He's not going anywhere." 


Heather trembled and fell forward into Jon's arms, clinging onto him as she cried, her tears soaking into his 
already damp shirt. He didn’t speak, just held Heather as she cried. Out of the corner of his eye he saw David 


get up from the floor and sit back down next to him. He glanced around and frowned. 
"David, where's Tico?" 
David took a sip of his cold coffee. "Went outside to get some fresh air." 


Jon nodded, turning his attention back to Heather, who'd stopped shaking and pulled back slightly. She rubbed 


her knuckles over red-rimmed and swollen eyes, a watery smile on her face. 
‘lm sorry," she whispered. 
"Nothing to be sorry for," Jon insisted. 


She sat back upright in the chair, pulling her hair back from her face. Taking a few deep breaths she looked at 
Jon and David. "Thank you. You saved him. | don't know what I'd do if.. " She shook her head. "I'm not even going 
to think about it" She looked up as Tico handed her a fresh cup of hot coffee. "Thanks." 


Tico nodded and sat back down, handing cups to David and Jon. "Go and sit with him," he said. "It'll make you 
feel better." 


Heather sipped her coffee. "| know, but.. I'm not ready, not yet" She looked at Jon again. "You go." 


Jon sighed and caught David's eyes. 'Go', David mouthed at him and he nodded. "You sure?” He asked Heather 
and she nodded. He nodded back and stood up, David taking his seat, one arm around Heather, her head resting 


on his shoulder. 


"Hey, man" Jon walked slowly across the room to sit in the chair next to Richie's bed. He sighed and ran his 
fingers through his hair. "You give us quite a scare back there." 


Richie didn't respond, didn't even acknowledge Jon's presence, just stared at the wall opposite, chest rising and 


falling rhythmically. 


Jon frowned. "Richie?" Still no response. Jon exhaled heavily, head falling back as he stared up at the ceiling. He 
sat quietly for a few minutes; waiting for Richie to say something, getting increasingly worried the longer he 
just lay there. "Richie, come on, talk to me" He pushed the chair back and started walking back across the 


room. "l'm... umm... I'm gonna get the doctor, ok?" 


"Why couldn't you have just left me there?” 


Jon stumbled to a stop, the words spoken so softly and emotionless that he wasn't sure he'd really heard 


them. He turned slowly to face Richie but the guitarist hadn't moved, still starting blankly at the wall. 
"What?" 
Richie lapsed back into silence again, not answering Jon, and the singer felt the anger bubble up inside him. 


"What did you say?" he repeated, eyes narrowing as he shook his head in disbelief. He was trembling, his hands 
fisting at his sides. He took a step closer to the bed. "You selfish fucking bastard." The words were spoken 
calmly and evenly, a total contrast the feelings coursing through Jon's veins. "How the hell can you just lie 
there and say that, tell me that | was just supposed to leave you there and let you die" He took a deep breath. 
"Do you have any idea what Heather's going through out there?" He turned his back on Richie, unable to face 
him. "I'm not gonna pretend | have any idea what you're going through, because | don't. But | thought | knew 
you, Sambora, and | thought you were stronger than this. | never ever imagined you could be such a coward. | 
know you're hurting Richie, but so is Heather. Did you ever stop to think about how she's feeling, about 
whether or not she's coping? Because she isn't. She's fucking hysterical out there! She thinks you don't care 
about her enough to help her through this, thinks you don't care enough about her to be there for her when 
she really needs you." He could feel the tears running down his face, but made no move to wipe them away. He 
took a shaky breath, feeling the bile rise in the back of this throat, his body feeling strangely numb. "She's 
just buried her only child. Do you really think she needs to bury her husband in the same week?" 


The tears streamed freely down Jon's cheeks and he shook his head, knees buckling. He fell backwards, a pair 
of strong arms going around him as David caught him. "Get me out of here," Jon whispered. David nodded and 
wrapped his arms around Jon's waist and steered him through the door, Heather entering the room as they 


left. 


She watched through the window as Jon punched the wall before collapsing down into the chair, David holding 
him as he cried. She sighed and walked across the room to sit in the chair, holding Richie's hand loosely in hers. 


"Hey, you" She leaned forward and kissed him gently on the lips, tears starting to fall when he didn't react, just 
stared straight ahead. "Jon's scared and angry," she told him. "He doesn't want to lose you, and neither do I. | 
love you, Richie. Don't leave me, please. | don't think | could cope if | lost you too. | really hope you're not 
blaming yourself for what happened to Ava because it was not your fault" She shuddered and leaned forward, 
resting her head on his chest, listening to his steady breathing, sighing when he still didn't move. Sitting up 
straight again, she cupped his cheek in her hand, turning him to face her. "Richie, look at me, please." She 
chewed nervously on her lower lip, letting out the breath she didn't know she was holding when Richie moaned 


softly and blinked repeatedly, eyes focussing on her face. 


"Heather?" 


Heather sighed in relief at the sound of his voice, tears falling unchecked down her face. Richie reached up and 
brushed the tears off her cheeks, meeting her eyes for the first time that week. He opened his mouth to 


speak, but no words came. He closed his mouth again, his first tears starting to fall. 


"I'm sorry," he whispered, hand still cupping her face, thumb rubbing over her cheek. "Oh Heather, I'm so 
sorry." He squeezed his eyes shut and shook his head, taking a deep breath. "| tried to get to her, but | 
couldn't. It all just happened so fast. | couldn't... | should've been holding her tighter, but she just.. she just." his 
voice broke as he cried, pulling away from Heather again, staring up at the ceiling. 


"Richie, no. It's not your fault. It was an accident, it could have happened to anyone." 


"It is my fault," Richie insisted. "She was with me. | should have been keeping a closer eye on her. I'm really 


sorry. 


"| don't blame you," Heather said quietly. "I blame the owner of the puppy she wandered off to see. | blame her 
for wandering off without you. | blame whoever was driving that car for not stopping after he hit her. | blame 


the ambulance for not getting there quick enough and the doctors for not saving her. But | don't blame you." 
"You.." Richie's tongue darted out to wet his dry lips and he opened his eyes to look at Heather. "You don't?" 


Heather shook her head. "No. But | need you to stay here with me; | can't do this without you, Richie. Please 


don't leave me as well. | don't know what I'd do if | lost you now." 
"No... Don't say that, Heather. Please don't..." 
"You did," she shot back, harsher than she intended, wincing when he flinched. 


"| know," he whispered. "| was scared," he admitted. "| thought... | thought you hated me. Didn't know how you 
could ever face me again. | thought I'd lost you both and it hurt so much, | couldn't face it. Couldn't face living 
without you." He struggled to a sitting position, tears falling down his face again. "I'm sorry baby, | didn't... | 
never... | didn't mean to hurt you." 


| could never hate you, Richie. | love you too much." She leaned forward into his arms, resting her head on his 


shoulder. 
Richie wrapped his arms around her. "And | love you." 


Disclaimer: 

Richie Sambora, Heather Locklear & Ava Elizabeth Sambora are real people, and the events in this story are 
just that - fictional, figments of my sick and twisted imagination. Hell, call it a fantasy if it makes you feel 
better. Whatever. No rumours should be started in regards to any events in these works of fiction This story 


is written purely for entertainment purposes and no money is being made out of it. 


